

But I difdaind ie, and did fcornc to flic. 

Three times to day, my footecloth horfe did (tumble, 

And ftartled when he lookt vpon the tower, 

As loth to beareme to the flaughterhoufe, 

Oh.now I want the Prieft that fpake to me, 

I now repent I tbld the Purfiuant, 

As tvvere triumphing at mine enemies : 

How they at Pomfret bloudily were butcherd, 

And I my felfe fecurc in grace and fauour: 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy heauie curfc, 

Is lighted on poore Haftings wretched head. 

Cat. Difpatch my Lo: the Duke would be at dinner: 
Make a fliort fhrift.hc longs to fee your head. 

Haft. O momentary ftatc of worldly men. 

Which we more hunt for, then the grace of heauen : 

Who buildes his hopes in aire of your faire lookes, 

Liucs likeadrunken fayleron a mail, 

Readie with euery nod to fumble do wne 
Into thefarall bowels ofthe deepe. 

Come lcade me to the blocke,beare him my head, 

They fmile at me, that fhortly fhalbe dead. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke of Glofler and Buckingham in armor . 

Glo. Come Cofen, canft thou quake and change thy colour? 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word, 

And then begin againe and flop againe. 

As if thou wert diftraught and mad with terror. 

Bile. Tutfeare not me. 

I can counterfait the deepe Tragedian, 

Spcake,and looke backe,and prie on cucry fide: 

Intending deepe fufpition,gaftly lookes 
Are at my feruicelikeinforcedfmiles. 

And both are ready in their offices 
To grace ray ftratagems. Enter Mater l 

Glo . Here comes the Maior. 

Btic. Let me alone to entertaine him » Lo* Mai. 

Glo. Looke to the drawbridge there. 

Buc. The reafon wc haue fent for you, 

Glo . Catesby ouerlookc the walls. 
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Buck. Harke,I heare a drumme. 

Glo. Looke backe, deferid thee, here ar'e enemies. 

Buc # God and our innocencie defend vs. Enter' Cate sty 
Glo . 0,0, be quiet.it is Catcsby. mtbWuftJeead* 

Cat. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor j 
The daungerous and vnfufpe&ed Haftings /- 1 
Glo. Sodeare Ilou’dtheman.thatlmuftweepe; 

I tooke him for the plaineft harmelcflc man, 

That breathed vpon this earth a Chriftian, 

Looke ye my Lo: Maior. 

Made him my booke, wherein my foule recorded j 
The hiftory of all her fecret thoughts : 

So fmoothe he daubd hh vice with fhew of VCrtue, 

That his apparant open guilt omitted: 

I meane his couerfation with Shores wife. 

He laid from all attainder offufpeft. (traitor 
Buck; Well well, he was the couertft fheltrcd 
That euer liu’d ,wo!d you haue imagined, 

Oralmoft belecue, wert not by great preferuatio 
We liue to tell it you ? The fubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted in the councell houfe. 

To murder me, and my good Lord of Gloceflcr. 

Maior. What.had he fo? 

Glo. What thinke you we are Turks or Infidels, 

Or that we would againft the forme of lawc. 

Proceed thus rafhly to the villaines death. 

But that the extreame perill of the cafe. 

The peace of Fngland,and our perions fafety 
Inforft vs to this execution? 

Ma. Now faire befal you, he deferued his death. 

And you my good Lo:both,haue well proceeded 
To warne falfe craitours from the like attempts: 

I neuer lookt for better at his hands. 

After he once fell in withMiftrefle Shore. 

Dut. Y et had not we determined he fhould die, 
Vnrillyour Lordfhip came to fee his death. 

Which now the longing hafte of thefe our friends 
Somewhat againft our meaning haue preuented, 

G 3 Beaufc 






